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jTby drugs are quicke. Thus withakiffcldie. 
f . : Enter Frier with Lanthornc, Crowed Spade. 
I i$Fri< St. Francis be my fpced,how oft to night 
HNllWiy old feet Rumbled at graucs ? Who's there ? 
Win. Here's one,aFriend,& one thar knowes you well. 
Fri. -Bliffe be vpon you. Tell me good my Friend 
What Torch is yond that vainely lends his light 
Jo grubs,aud eycieffe Sculles ?,As I difcerne, 
It burncth in thfc Cfpels Monument. 

Man. It doth fo holy fir, 
And there's my Mafter,one that you loue. 
Fri. Who is it? 
Alan. F^omeo. 

Fri. How long hath he bin there? 

LMan. Full halfe an houre. 

Fri. Go with me to the Vault. 

Man. I dare not Sir. 
My Mafter knowes not but I am gone hence. 
And fearefully did menace me with death^ 
•If I did ftay to looke on his entents. 

Fri. Stay,then He go alone/eares comes vpon me* 

0 much I fcafe fome ill vnluckie thing. 

Man. As I did fleepe vnder this young tree here, 

1 dreamt my matter and another fought, 
And th^t my Maimer flew him. 

Fri. Romeo. 
Alackc,ahrckc,what blood is this which Haines 
The ftooy entrance of this Sepulcher ? 
What meane thefe Mafterleflc,and goarie Swords 
To lie difcolour'd by this place of peace ? . 
RomeoyOh pale : who elfe?what Paris too ? 
-And fteept in blood i Ah what an vn knd hourc 
Is guiitie of this lamentable chance ? 
The Lady ftirs. 

~Inl. O comfortable Frier, where's my Lord? 
I do remember well where I (hould be ; 
And there I anywhere is my Romeo $ 

Fri. I hcarc fomc noyfe Lady, come from thatneft 
Of dcathiContagion,and vnnaturall fleepe, 
A greater power then we can contradidi * 
Hath thwarted our entents,come ? come away, 
Thy husband in thy bofome there lies dead : 
And Paris too:come He difpofe of thee* 
AmongaSifterhood ofholy Nunnes : 
Stay not to queftion,for the w atch is comming, 
Come,go good lulietj dare no longer ft ay. Exit. 

M. Go get thcehcnce,forI willnotuaway, 
What's here? A cup clos'd in my true Ia:es hand? 
PoyfonI fee hath binhis timeleffeend 
O churle,drinke all?and left no friendly drop, 
To helpe me after,I will ki.fle thy lips, 
Happlie fome po y fon yet d&th hang on them, 
Tomakeme die wth areftoratiue. 
Thy lips are wsrrne. 

Enter Boy and_ Watch 
jflgtck\ Lead Bcy,which way * 

' lul. Yea noifc? 
Then ile be brjefe# O h appy Dagger. 
*Tisin thy fhe3?h i thereruft ; andlet me die Kilsherfelfe. 

*Boj. Thisistncplace, 
There where thcTorch do'th burne 
j Watch. The ground i> bloody, 
Search about the Churchyard. 
Go fome of yoUjWho ere you find artach. 
Pittifull figh^here lies the Countie flaine, 
j And Miexi b1ceding,warme and newly dead 
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Who here hath laine thefetwo dayes buried^- 
Go tell the Prince,runnc to the Capulets, 
Raifc vp the Mount ague sfamz others fcarch 
We fee the ground whereon thefe woes do hr e 
But the true ground of all thefe piteous woes ' 
Wc cannot without circumftancedcfcry. ' 

Enter Romeo\man* 

Watch. Here's Romeo* r man, ' 
We found him in the Churchyard. 

Con. Hold him in fafety, till thePrince come hith 
Enter Frier ^an d another Watchman 
3.jr*f. Here is a Frier that trembles,fighcs and we. 
We tooke this Mattocke and this Spade from him 
As he was comming from this Church-yard fide ? 

Con, A great fufpition,ftay the Frier toe** 
Enter the Prince. 

Prin. What mifaduenture is fo earely vp, 
That calls our perfon from our mornings reft? 

S ffter Capulet and his Wtfe . 

Cap. What fhould it be that they fo fhrike abroad? 

Wife. O the people in the ftrcete crie Romeo. 
Some Juliet ,and fome Paris y ini all runne 
With open outcry toward out Monument. 

Pri. What fcare is this which fbrtles inyour eares > 

Wat. Soueraigne,here lies the Countie Paris Rtfa 
And Romeo dead, and luliet dead before, 
Warrne and new kil'd, 

Trin. Search, 
Sceke,and know how, this foule murder comes, 

Wat. Here is a Frier,and Slaughter'd Romeos man, 
With Inftrumcnts vpon them fit to open 
Thefe dead mens Tombes, 

Cap. O heauen ! 
O wife looke how our Daughter bleedes i 
This Dagger hath miftaine,for loe his houfc 
Is empty on the backe of M^ntamc^ 
And is mifheatbed in my Daughters bofome. 

Wife. Ome^thisfightofdeathjisasaBell 
That wat hes my old age to a Sepulcher. 

Enter Mwntarue. 
Pri. Come Mount ague jot thou art early *p, ^ 
To fee thy Sonne and HcircTiow early dowfte~ : - 

Moun. Alas my licge 3 my wife is dead tonight, 
Griefeof my Sonnes exile hath ftopt her breath; 
What further woeconfpircsagainftmyage? 

Prin. Looke:and thou fhalt fee. 

Moun. O thou vmaught,what manners in is thii, 
To prcrffebeforc thy Father to a grauc ? 

Prm* Scale vp the mouth of outra gc for a while, 
Till we can cleaf e thefe ambiguities, 
And know their fpring,thcir head,their true defcent, 
And then will I be generall of your woes, 
And lead you eucn to death?meane time forbeare 3 
And let mifchance be flaue to patience, 
Bring forth the parties of fufpition. 

Fri. I am the greateft,able to doe leaft, 
Yet mod fufpefted as the time and place 
Doth make againft me of this direfull murther ; 
And heere I ftand both to impeach and purge 
My felfe condemned,and my felfe excus'd/ 

Prin. Then fay at once, whan thou dojPKnow m tnis 

Fri. Iwillbebnefe a formyfbortdaieofbreatn 

Is not fo long as is a tedious tale. 

Romeo there dcad,was husband to that Miet, 

And flic there dcad $ that J s Romeos faithfullwiie : 



Octavo For research use only. All rights reserved. 


The Tragedie of 'Romeo and luhct. 


79 


l flrrhlts Doomefday : whofe vntimely death 

fli'd the new-made Bridegroome from this Cme : 
Tr^om (&A ™t for Tjbalt) InUet pindc. 
y1 to remouc that fiege of Greefc trom her, 
I V r o- •b'd.and would hauc married her pcrtorcc 

r Countie Paris. Then comes Che to me, 

Ad (with wilde iookes) bid me dcuifc fome meaner 

Srid her from thisfecend Marriage 

Or in my Cell there would (he kill her felfe. 

Then I her (fo Tut or'd by my Art) 

J flceping Potion, which fo tooke t&c& 

a s t intended, for it wrought on her 

{beforme of death. Meane time,! writ to 

{bathe (hould hither come, as this dyrc night, 

\o helpe to take her from her borrowed graue ? 

Being the time the Potions force fhould ccafc^ 

gat be which here my Letter , Frier Iokn % 

^jftay'dby accident ; and yefternight 

Rcwrtfd my Letter backe. Then all alone, 

j^t the prefixed houre of her waking, 

Catfe I to take her from her Kindreds Tauk, 

Meaning to keepe her clofely at my Ce!!, 

Xill I conuenicntly could fend to Romeo. 

Butwhcn I came (fome Minute ere the time 

Ofber awaking) heere vntimely lay 

TheNcblc Paris , and true Romeo dead. 

Shee wakes, and I incrcsted her come foorth* 

^ n d bearc this worke of Kcauen, with patience : 

Butthen,a noyfc did fcarre me from the Tombe, 

And fne (too defperate) would not go with me, 

But(asitfeemes) did violence on her felfe. 

All this I know,and to the Marriage her Nurfe is priuy ; 

And if ought in this mi ferried by my fault, 

Let tny old life be faciific'd ,fome houre before the time 3 

Vntothe rigour of fcuereftLaw. 
Pi,' f h We R01 haue kno wne thee for a Holy man« 

Where's Romeo's man ? What can he fay to this ? 
2ty. I brought my Mafter newes of ItUtets deaths 


And then in pofte he came from Mantua 
To this fame pi ace, to this fame Monument, 
This Letter he early bid me giue his Father, 
And chreatned me with death, going in the Vault, 
If I departed not, and left him there. 

Prin. GiuemethcLetterJ will look on it« 
Where is the Counties Page that raised the Watch ? 
Sirra, what made your Mafter in this place ? 

Page.Hc came with flowres to ftrew his Ladies graue, 
And bid mc ftand aloofe, and fo I did : 
Anon cotsjes one wiik light to ope the Tombe, 
And by and by my Maifter drew on him, 
And then I ran away to call the Watch. 

Prin. This Letter doth make good the Friers words, 
Their courfe of Louc, the tydings of her death : 
And heere he writes , thar he did buy a poyfon 
Of a poorc Pothecarie, and therewithal! 
Came to this Vault to dye, and lye with MieU 
Where be thefe Enemies ? Capulet Memtagtte, 
Sec what a fcourge is laidc vpon your hate, 
That Hc2uen finds meanes to kill your ioyes with Loue ; 
And I, for winking at your difcords too, 
Haue loft a brace of Kinfmen : All are punifh'd. 

Cap. O Brother Tviountague^ giue me thy hand, 
This is my Daughters ioynturc, for no mote 
Can I demand. 

Irloun, But I can giue thee more : 
For 1 will raife her Statue in pure Gold, 
That whiles Verona by that name is knowne, 
There fhall no figure at that Rate be fet, 
As that of! rue and Faithfull Juliet. 

Cap. As rich {hall Romeohy his Lady ly, 
Poore facrifices of our enmity. 

Prin. A glooming pence this morning with k bnng^, 
The Sunnfc for forrow will not fftew his head 5 
Go hence, to haue more talke of thefe lad things 
Some (hail be pardon'd, and fome punifhed. 
For neuer was a Storic of more Wo, 
Then this of luliet, and her Romeo. Exeunt cmnes 
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